Poem} 

Vnleffc (at it becomes me you thinke mecte' 

That I (hould proftrate fail, and kiffe your f«te. 
Oh ail the honour that our laft age wins, 

T hen glory of the two Tindarian Twins, 

Worthy to be loves wife, in heaven to raigne* 
Were you not loves onne daughter, of his ftraine. 

I o the Sygean confines I will carry thee 
And in the Temple of great Pallas marry thee*: 

Or in this Ifhnd where I vent my moanes, 
lie begged Tombe for my exiled bones : 

My wound is not a flight race with an arrow, 
it hath pierc’d mv heart , and burnt my marrow, 
i his Prophe/ie my Sifter oft hath founded. 

That by an heavenly Dart I (hould be wounded : 

Oh then forbeare (faire Hellen) to oppofe you, 
Againft the gods, they fay I (hall noclofc you. 
^eeld you to their beheaft, and you (hall finde, 

^ be gods to your pititions likewife kinde* 

A thoufand things at once are in me braine. 

Which that I may effimtially complw 
And not in papers empty all my head. 

Anon at night receive me to your bed , 

BIu(h you at this l or Lady doc you feare. 

To violate the Nuptiall lawes auftearc f 
Oh (fimpie Hellen) Foolilh I might fay. 

What profite reape you to be Chafte I pr ay ? 
lit po(nbIe,that you a world to winne. 

Should keepc that face, that beauty without finne if 
Rather you rpoft your glorious face exchange, 

Por one (lefle Faire) or clfe not feeme fo ftrangc t 
Beauty and Chaftity at variance are, 

£** kard to finde one woman shaft* and faire,. 




Tteml 

ftW Will not have beauty over aw’de^ 

fljgh love himfelfc ftolne plcafures will applaud^ 

And by fuch theevilh paftimes we may gather , 

How love ’gainft wedlockes lawes, became your father 5 
He and your mother Lceda both tranfgreft, 
iVhen you were got (lie bare a tender breaft. 

What glory can you gaine Love fweetes toftnothcr ? 

Or to be counted chafter than your mother ? 

Profefle dlricke chaftity* when with great joy, 

[lead you as my Bride-efpous’d through Troy : 

Then I inteate you raine your pieafures in, 

! wifli thy Paris may be all thy finne. 

If citherea her firme Covenant kcepe, 

Though I with in your bofome nightly fleepe, 

VVefh^ll not much mifdoe, but fo offend, 

That we by marriage may our guilt amend. 

Your husband hath himfelfc this bufinefle aided, 

And though (not with his tongue ) he hath perfwaded, 

Byall his deeds fas much) leatt he (hould ftav. 

Our private meetings, he is farre away, 

Ofpurpofc rid unto the fartheft Weft, 

That he might leave his wife unto his gueft. 

No fitter time he could have found to vjficc. 

The Chrifean royall Scepter, and to ceite it s 
Ohfimpie, fimpic Husband ? but he’s gone. 

And going, left you this to thinke upon. 
i aire wife ( quoth he) I prethee in my pl^ce, 
te^rd the Trojan Prince, and doe him grace ? 

Wd, a witneffe I againftryou ftand, 

Vou have beene carelefle of this kinde command, 

Count from his firft dayes journey, never fincej, 
w you regard or grace the Trojan Prince j 
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